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Brown. For many years Walter had tried to rid himself of an
affliction for which I could prescribe no cure; cheerfully at first,
then patiently against increasing provocation, then sullenly in
the knowledge of certain defeat. A quiet, serious-minded young
man, thoroughly domesticated in a small mid-western village,
he had come north to work in his uncle's bank, advancing later
to the position of cashier. It was shortly thereafter that Alice
White emerged from her brief mourning, sheathed her claws and
began stalking her prey in a manner wholly irresistible to a man
of Walter's inexperience.
I had known Alice in another part of the territory when, as
a child, her ungovernable temper and unbelievable tantrums
resisted everything known in medicine, including a shot of
apomorphine, commonly used in subduing the violently insane.
Yet she developed into a rather handsome young woman and
found a husband in Billy White, an inoffensive little chap, who
dealt with her abnormal emotional explosions by the simple
expedient of sending for me and hiding out until the storm abated.
Unfortunately, Billy died within a year of an accidental bullet
wound, leaving Alice all but destitute; therefore when she married
Walter Brown she drew my congratulations and Walter my best
wishes.
There was some hope that the coming of Alice's babies would
change her disposition, which it did, but the change was for the
worse: i-n addition to frequent outbursts of hysterical temper, she
alternated complaining martyrdom with sulky jealousy. Walter's
habitual calmness was attributed by Alice to lack of feeling, his
generosity to a guilty conscience: when he ventured to disagree
with her he was obstinate; when he remained silent he was in-
attentive; if he fell in with her moods and whims it was with an
ulterior motive. His patience seemed to be without limit, but the
abrasive effect of her constant nagging gradually wore him down;
at thirty he bore the imprints of fifty, while Alice, a true parasite,
thrived mightily.
Walter had been married seven years when his uncle died,
leaving him ten thousand dollars. One evening a few weeks later
he came to the house with a quicker step than usual and an unholy
gleam in his mild blue eyes, but his voice was as calm and precise
as though he were stating the terms of a prospective loan. At long
last the worm had very definitely turned and was on the offensive.
Without her knowledge lie had drawa a thousand dollars from the